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Summary: John is a live-in nanny for a well-off couple with a one 
year old son. He is adored by the child and enjoys caring for him. 
Though John seems to also have the attention of the parents, which is 
more than he expected. (Mycroft /Greg/ John) 


1 . Chapter 1 

Nineteen year old John woke up to the sound of heavy rain outside. He 
groaned as he rubbed his eyes leaning on his arm as he looked towards 
his alarm clock. It was eight a.m. in the bloody morning. The night 
before he had nursed a sick child to sleep. It had taken until three 
a.m. for his charge to fall asleep, but the worst of his cold had 
passed and John was able to get a few hours of sleep. 

John yawned loudly and stretched before climbing out of bed. He was a 
live-in nanny to an adorable twenty-one month old boy, Henry. He had 
gotten the job only two months after Henry's birth as his parents 
were a well-off couple who always seemed to be working. 

Mycroft Holmes, who John understood to be the donor father, was a 
genius that worked for the government. A "small, insignificant role" 
according to the man when John asked. He was just a bit taller than 
John by a few inches and, much like Henry, had red hair. Mycroft was 
also carried a few extra pounds considering his love of cake, but he 
was on his way to losing since he started his new diet. 

Mycroft had the habit of leaving at a moment's notice to deal with 
his brother, Sherlock. John, however, had never formally met the man, 
something he was sure was a blessing if he was to believe Mycroft and 
his partner. Mycroft also had the tendency to speak his mind and 
never hold back his opinion on any given situation. As such, he often 
came off as rude, but he didn't mean to be. Well, John thought so at 
least . 


Detective Inspector Greg Lestrade was Henry's other father and 



Mycroft ' s husband. At forty-three, Greg had the salt-and-pepper hair 
that was considered to be sexy currently and was about five inches 
taller than John, whereas Mycroft towered over him. The man was the 
opposite of Mycroft in almost every way. He was cranky a lot of the 
time thanks to his irregular work shifts with long hours and seem to 
have a slight self-esteem problem. John couldn't figure out why, but 
that probably came by being shown up by Sherlock on a regular basis. 
He worked with Mycroft ' s brother on cases and he come home ranting 
about the man. 

John knew Sherlock Holmes to be a show off who solved cases to cure 
his ever-present boredom. He was curious to meet the man. He wanted 
to see who it was that affected both his employers so badly. Mycroft, 
however, told John he didn't want being influenced or scared off by 
his brother so John respected his wishes. For now. 

The last year and a half consisted of John caring for Henry during 
the week. He did not have a set schedule as his employers never knew 
when they would be off to spend the day with their son. So John kept 
his social life to a minimum so he could make Henry his top priority. 
This sacrifice wasn't difficult as he loved the child as his 
own . 

Henry, for a twenty-one month old, had quite a busy calendar. Every 
two weeks he had a lesson or two on whatever new child developmental 
success tool Mycroft had researched. He had a Speech Professor, Mr. 
Sherman, that came twice weekly to work on advancing Henry's 
vocabulary and grammar so Henry's language skills were advanced 
beyond his young age. John often argued with Mr. Sherman on how he 
treated and pushed Henry to advance quicker than John cared for, but 
he was always overridden as it wasn't his place to decide what was 
best for the child. Mycroft and Greg employed the unfeeling bastard 
and John could do nothing regarding it. Often John would be mistaken 
by a couple at the store for being Henry's father. 

John got dressed before heading to the nursery to wake the still 
sleeping child. He opened the door to find Henry laying on his back 
snoring. John first felt his head, no fever. That was good, the worse 
was probably over at this point. He grabbed a diaper and wipes, 
placing them on the changing table. He picked up the small child 
which woke him. 

"Morning, handsome." John cooed. "Feeling better?" 

"Yes, Booboo still sick." Henry whined with a slight lisp as he was 
laid back on the soft padding of the changing table. 

John chuckled. Booboo was Henry's favourite stuffed bunny. It had 
been a gift from his grandparents when he turned six months old. 
Apparently it had been Greg's as a child. Henry didn't go anywhere 
nor did anything without it. So when Henry was sick so was Booboo. 
John took off the child's dinosaur pajamas as he talked to him, 
reassuring him Booboo would be fine. 

"You know what I think? I think Booboo just needs a kiss and some 
rest." John said, smiling down at the sweet face of his 
charge . 

"Booboo take med ' cine, too? " Henry asked as John took his diaper 
of f . 



"Yes. Booboo can most definitely take his medicine. 


Henry giggled as John went about changing him and getting him into 
his outfit for the day. The toddler was extremely ticklish and if he 
was laughing he was definitely feeling better. The toddler giggled as 
John's fingers came in contact with his sides. John noticed this and 
spent the next few minutes ticking Henry's ribs and stomach until the 
child was squealing with laughter. 

John picked up Henry to sit him on the floor as he looked for his 
shoes. While he hunted for the elusive missing left shoe, Henry 
continue to go on about his bunny being sick. When both shoes were 
found and laces tied, John pretended to give BooBoo his special 
invisible medicine with an empty medicine syringe. 

Afterwards John took Henry downstairs, placing him in his highchair 
in the open dining area across from the kitchen. 

"Oatmeal with blueberries?" John questioned. Henry clapped while 
smiling, "My favourite." 

John had it already pre-made from the night before as usually he took 
Henry out for his early morning walk per Henry's parents' orders. 
Though with him being sick the previous day and night, he had been 
told to skip today's. Being as it was raining, he wouldn't have been 
able to regardless. He heated up the oatmeal and Henry cheered and 
clapped while waiting for his breakfast. The child sure loved his 
oatmeal . 

He first had to drink his milk before getting his food. Henry was a 
bit on the small side so the doctor had him on a special nutritional 
supplemental drink. Henry had been born prematurely by two months. He 
was on a special diet to supplement and aid his growth. It had been 
set up by his father Mycroft when Henry turned six months when his 
weight had not caught up to where the doctors wanted. Henry was 
quickly drinking up his milk like he always did in order to quickly 
get to his oatmeal. 

"Slow down, champ. You'll get the hiccups again." John said bringing 
over Henry's food. 

He sat on the chair place in front of the high chair but close enough 
to the table that he didn't have to hold the oatmeal bowl. John 
learnt the hard way a bowl in his hand made for oatmeal all over the 
floor. John put the food in his reach and not Henry's as said child 
put down his sippy cup on the tray, announcing, "Milk all 
gone . " 

John chuckled, "So, you ready for your oatmeal?" 

Henry leaned forward as far as he could while being strapped in, 
opening his mouth. John took a spoonful and fed it to the child. He 
smiled as he chewed his food, "Yum. Yum." 

The young man was still amazed at how well Henry could speak. Henry 
was already turning out to be smart like his father Mycroft. It was 
part of the reason for the Speech Professor to help develop his 
speech properly. 



Henry was halfway done with his oatmeal when Mycroft walked into the 
kitchen in his classic Paul Smith three piece suit. John glanced up 
and stared at his employer for a few seconds too long before he was 
able to tear his attention away and back to Henry. The man could 
definitely wear a suit well. 

Mycroft worked from home and had an office down the hall on the first 
floor of the two story mansion. "How is Henry doing?" He 
asked . 

"Fine, he seems to be better. I gave him his medicine just in case." 
John told him. 

"Booboo take med'cine too." Henry said, "He take nap in my 
bed. " 

Mycroft chuckled, walking over. "That's nice of you to let him rest. 
Tonight you want Father to read your favourite book?" 

Henry nodded, "Yes Fa-da! With voices?" 

"Of course. I have to get back to work," Mycroft carcasses his son's 
hair before turning to start brewing his morning cup of tea, "John, 
let me know if you need anything." 

John nodded and continued to feed Henry while the other finished 
making his tea. Greg was probably already gone as he always was 
absent at this time. He left pretty early in the morning, which 
usually woke up Henry and John as he left. 

John got Henry cleaned up and placed him on the floor. Henry stood up 
and waddled to the den, stopping at the toy chest. He pulled out a 
piano musical toy with a monkey on it. John cleaned the dishes as he 
heard the music. That was Henry's favourite toy amongst the many he 
had. It also annoyed his father whenever he played it, mostly because 
Henry could play with it nonstop for well over twenty minutes. 

After finishing the dishes, John went to the den to sit on the couch 
so he could watch as Henry pounded the toy. John knew the moment the 
batteries died Henry would cry saying it broke. He would give Mycroft 
a few days reprieve from the dreaded toy before replacing the 
batteries so Henry would be thrilled when it was _**fixed**_. The 
toddler was quite odd, but, than again, he had a father for a genius 
and John had no idea who had been the surrogate. 

John enjoyed watching Henry all day and there was really no downside 
to it. He wasn't dating at the moment since his last boyfriend had 
been arrested for drug possession. He was currently single and wanted 
to keep it that way. After a string of losers he wanted to take some 
time and find himself. Since he was good with kids he applied to a 
nanny service. It matched families with nannies that would fit into 
the home. He had been placed right away and was perfect fit as it 
turned out . 

After a while Mycroft came back out of his office to refresh his tea. 
John had gone into the kitchen to get a snack ready for Henry. Henry 
usually ate bananas as he didn't like any other fruit yet. John put 
the slices of banana in the small green plastic bowl. John noticed as 
Mycroft was refreshing his tea that he was making rather pointing 
glances up and down his body. Lately this attention wasn't so 



unusual . 


Two months ago John noticed a distinct change in Mycroft ' s and Greg's 
attitude towards him. They had become close to John as he took care 
of their son, but this was more than their "friends" relationship. He 
had been living here for over a year so they were bound to get close. 
Though he never suspect that they see him as more than 
family . 

Mycroft had started making passes at John. Not long after the first 
time Mycroft made a pass, Greg started to make his own move on John 
in the form of bad pickup lines. This annoyed John as he figured they 
were making jokes at his expense. Later John realized Greg just had 
no idea how to successfully pick up anyone as Mycroft was the one to 
approach Greg. This somehow endeared Greg to John more after he found 
out about his lack of charm. 

John was always alone when these incidences happened. Henry hadn't 
seen any of it or heard it. So, John let it go for now. It wasn't 
until he put all the pieces together from the difference incidences 
that John realized what was going on. His bosses were essentially 
trying to get in his pants. 

John hadn't been sure what to think of it at first, but after a while 
he could understand why. John was young and attractive. He was 
physically fit from his rugby days. He wasn't anything special beyond 
those physical attributes though in his eyes. He was just young which 
he assumed was the main attraction. Though it was getting a bit 
concerning. They were married and he wasn't about to start an affair 
with two married men. John had been taught better than that by his 
mother . 

The nanny returned to the den with the food in hand. Henry stood up 
and put the toy down while looking towards John. He smiled before 
yelling, "Watch Octonauts." 

"All right." 

"Nana!" Henry shrieked when he saw the snack John brought. 

Henry waddled to the coffee table and rested against it. He grabbed a 
banana slice or two, shoving them in his mouth. John shook his head 
smiling. He turned on the telly and put it on Netflix so he could 
find the requested show. Henry stood in front of the telly but at a 
good distant as the theme played. The small child clapped as he tried 
to dance to the song. 

John went down to the playroom nearby to find Henry's Octonauts toy. 
It took some digging through the toy chest as it was buried at the 
bottom. He was just coming out after finding one of the gups (John 
pointed refused to search for the rest) when Mycroft stepped into the 
hallway locking his office. 

"You heading out Mr. Holmes?" John asked, with a smile. 

"Yes, I will be gone for a couple hours. And it's Mycroft, John." 
Mycroft said looking down John through half lidded eyes and all but 
purring John's name. 

John felt himself harden slightly at the sight of Mycroft ' s sensual 



smile and the way his name rolled off Mycroft ' s tongue. He 
desperately reined his desire to lick his lips and simply cleared his 
suddenly dry throat, "Yes, sir." 

John turned away from his temptation and started back towards the 
den. Mycroft fell in step with him as they made their way back. As 
John was turning to leave Mycroft, he swore he heard him mutter quite 
clearly, "You would look delicious working out shirtless with me on 
the treadmill." 

The blonde stopped and, as usual, he was speechless ... not to mention 
flattered. Mycroft said goodbye to Henry before exiting the 
home . 

John really need to talk to them about this. He couldn't keep doing 
his job if they were going to come onto him at every available 
moment. Not that he didn't enjoy the flirting and passes. John was 
unfortunately enjoying the attention a little _too_ much as it was 
starting to spill over into his daily affairs. He found himself 
thinking of the couple in extremely inappropriate ways and at very 
inopportune times. 

The sexual frustration that had been building up over the last year 
thanks to both the advances of the attractive men and his overactive 
imagination supplying endless fantasies featuring the tall government 
official and the strict officer of the law. It was making it hard for 
him to resist acting on his impulse to kiss one or both men. John 
didn't want to cross that line and risk losing this job. 

John took a deep breath to calm both his nerves and desire before he 
entered the den, handing the gup to Henry who looked up at John with 
a confused face, "John sick?" 

"No, what makes you think that?" John questioned. 

"You cheeks red." Henry said pointing up. 

John felt his face redden even more. He cleared his throat again to 
give him time to get his act together. "No, sweetie. I'm just a 

little hot. Not sick. Just hot." _**And extremely bothered** , _he 

mentally added. 


2 . Chapter 2 

As the grandfather clock struck seven Mycroft entered the home. He 
could hear John upstairs with Henry giving him a bath. The toddler 
was refusing to be scrubbed. The only part of the bath Henry enjoyed 
was playing in the water. When it came to being cleaned he fought it 
which only made a huge mess in the bathroom. Mycroft went up the 
stairs and stepped in front of the open bathroom. 

Henry was covered in blue on his face and hands causing Mycroft to 
smile, "I see we had an accident with the blueberries again." 

"Well, that's what happens when he plays with them instead of eating 
them." John groaned as his shirt was splashed with soapy water from 
Henry's antics making it stick to his chest and abs in a wet mess and 
become rather see-through. Why he didn't change out of his white 
undershirt into something that would be less revealing when wet is 



beyond him. Mycroft, however, sucked in a hard breath as he noticed 
the shirt becoming more and more transparent the more Henry 
splashed . 

Mycroft tried to maintain his composure as he saw John's nipples 
pebble from the wet cold of his shirt and unconsciously licked his 
lips. It was one thing to flirt and see just how far he could take 
things before John blushed when they were alone. It was another thing 
to do so in front of his young son. 

Gathering his composure, Mycroft watched as Henry looked at John with 
his big green eyes pleading and his bottom lip pouting. It was a 
failed attempt to stop the enviable. Henry knew how to manipulate to 
get his way, but being that John, like Mycroft, had learned to resist 
the toddler's tactics to get out of what he didn't like, Henry's 
attempts only really worked on his dad Greg. 

John shook his head, "That isn't going to get out of your 
bath . " 

Henry then crossed his arms while glaring and yelling his frustration 
inaudibly which John knew meant he was going to stop 
fighting . 

Mycroft went to the master bedroom as John started to scrub Henry. He 
put his black umbrella by the door before removing his outer coat, 
laying it on the ottoman at the end of the king-size bed. He then 
proceeded to get comfortable by taking his suit jacket off and 
loosening his tie before removing it to join the suit jacket he hung 
in the closet. Deciding that comfort was what he needed after his 
day, he undid the top two buttons of his shirt and removed his socks. 
They tended to keep their home rather warm so Henry wouldn't catch 
cold after his nightly baths, but this usually caused Mycroft to shed 
his many layers as the night went on. 

In the background Mycroft could hear Henry's cries of objection to 
having to get out of the bath. It was a fruitless endeavor as John 
could always coax him out. After John got Henry ready for bed, 

Mycroft would read a story or two to him and put him to bed if he was 
home. He made it an effort to spend time with Henry just as much as 
his partner did. Greg's schedule was unpredictable and made it hard 
on him missing out on many important moments. Even Mycroft missed out 
on a few, but he worked from home. 

There was a light knock at the door followed by a small cry, "Fa-da! 
Elm! " 

Mycroft opened the door looking down to see Henry sitting with a book 
in hand. He picked up his son, "You want to read Elmer? It's been 
awhile since we have read this one." 

"He all color." Henry said. 

"Yes, he is. Say goodnight to John." 

The young man walked over taking Henry into his arms hugging the 
toddler. Henry's arms were wrapped around John's neck. "Ni 

ni . " 


"Goodnight, champ." John said, kissing Henry's forehead. 



His father took Henry back into his arms and headed into the nursery. 
John decide to head downstairs to make something to eat as he hadn't 
made dinner for himself and still needed to prep Henry's oatmeal for 
the morning. The forecast didn't indicate it was going to rain 
tomorrow so they would be on their walk. 

Greg still wasn't home and with it being close to eight thirty, it 
usually meant he had paperwork to finish or he stopped by the pub to 
unwind from the stress of work before heading home. 

John found the oatmeal package and poured the contents into a bowl 
before getting the milk out. He had just started to mix it when the 
door opened. John knew it was Greg and that it had been a rough day 
as the door was slammed shut instead of the the quiet entrance he 
normally made. He was mumbling to himself. The closer he came to the 
kitchen John could hear him ranting about Sherlock and his 
willingness to tie and the man to a chair and gag him so he could 
have one bloody day without having to play referee and babysitter. 

The moment he walked in the kitchen he ceased his ranting. John 
looked over his shoulder at the entrance after placing the bowl in 
the microwave. 

Greg stared blankly, slightly flushed at the sight of John's white 
shirt plastered to his torso giving Greg a view that made all 
thoughts of Sherlock and work vanish from his mind, "I...uh...I 
didn't think you'd be in the kitchen. I thought you would be upstairs 
with Henry." 

"Mr. H- Mycroft is getting him to bed tonight." John said, starting 
the microwave. He turned back and paused when he noticed that Greg 
hadn't moved or looked away from him. He glanced down and saw that he 
forgot to change out of his wet shirt in his haste to eat dinner. 
Clearing his throat, he quickly explained, "Henry was a bit 
enthusiastic in his bath tonight. But from your entrance it sounds 
like you had a long day." 

Greg licked his lips before mentally shaking his head and nodded, 

"You could say that. Is Henry feeling better?" 

John nodded, "He's fine." 

"I better go see if he's still up. Hate missing so much with this 
work schedule." Greg said, heading upstairs. 

The blonde watched as the detective headed up the steps, checking out 
his arse until he was out of sight. Despite the complaints about the 
long hours and field work, it did keep the man quite fit. The 
microwave beeped startling John and snapping him out of the trance he 
was in. He let out a sigh, _why did he have to be attracted to them?_ 
Anyone who knew John knew he prefered older men. When it came to 
dating, John was particular about whom he dated. So, as a result, he 
didn't date as much as one would think for an attractive and fit man 
his age. He was fine with the lack of dates as he had would rather 
wait for someone understood the priorities in his life. 

That priority was Henry. He loved the toddler like he was family. He 
was allowed to have a social life so long it didn't interfere with 
Henry's care. He maybe had one day off a month and that was if 
Mycroft took a day off. This was his choice as Mycroft and Greg were 



constantly asking if John wanted or needed any time to himself. He 
just never felt the need. Since John had started working for the 
couple they had went on one holiday. John, of course, had been given 
the week off and spent it with his family, but, though he enjoyed the 
time with his parents and sister, it had felt odd not needing to care 
for Henry. 

John finished preparing the oatmeal and placed it in the fridge 
before finding something to eat for himself. The chill of the fridge 
against the wet shirt gave John an idea for a little revenge for all 
the bad pickup lines and looks he'd been receiving from Greg. He 
stripped his shirt off and placed it on the counter before turning to 
open fridge. 

He found the leftover take away he had gotten a few days ago. While 
he was placing his meal in a plate to warm up, Greg had come back 
downstairs walking into the kitchen before stopping at the sight 
before him. John was reaching up to take a glass out of the cabinet 
causing the muscles in his back to shift against the taut skin. 

Greg's jaw fell open as he was mesmerized by the amount of 
tantalizing skin before him. John must have heard his heavy breathing 
as Greg fought for control over his desire for he looked coquettishly 
over his shoulder with a sensual smirk, "Oh... didn't hear you come 
down. Can I get you anything ... sir ? Something to help _relax_ 
you? " 

Greg's mind raced at the implications and felt himself begin to 
harden at the sight of John flirting and the sound of submission in 
his voice. He cleared his throat at the sudden dryness before 
stammering, " Yes . . . uh . . . I mean, no! I was just getting a beer before 
heading to the den." 

"Of course. Let me grab that for you." John leaned forward to reach a 
bottle of beer in the back of the fridge, knowing giving Greg a 
perfect view of his arse. Greg silently groaned to himself at the 
sight of John topless and bent over in front of him, his hands 
itching to reach out and touch. 

John straightened up and held out the bottle of beer, "Anything else 
I can help you with, _sir_" 

Greg straightened at the title, seeing what John was doing. If the 
young pup thought he could tease him without any retaliation in 
return, he was in for a surprise. Grabbing the beer, Greg gave a low 
chuckle before winking, "Yeah. Can you pull this heart-shaped arrow 
out of my arse? A damn little kid with wings shot me." 

"Oh God." John said as he shook his head in exasperation. 

"Close, but it's Greg." His grin getting wider at the ridiculousness 
his lines were taking. 

"You done yet?" John grabbed his drying shirt and pulled it back on, 
much to Greg's disappointment. 

"I don't know what you could possibly be referring to, John. But 
Henry's still awake ... barely . " Greg said. "How was he today?" 

"Good. Today felt a bit off for him. He wanted to go for his 
walk. " 



Greg chuckled, "He loves his walks. I imagine it was a bit off for 
you as well ? Especially after being up with him last night." 


John nodded, "Yea, just a bit." 

John knew since they were alone that Greg would keep using some 
cheesy, bad pickup lines before retiring into the den. But even with 
him anticipating them, Greg still managed to either surprise him by 
the level of ridiculousness in either cheesiness or plain, 
cringe-worthy stupidity of the line. Normally they were just cheesy 
and brought out a laugh or two from John. Every now and then there 
were a few bad ones that got on John's nerves. But no matter the 
type, how the hell Greg thought any of those stupid lines would work 
John couldn't fathom. He was turned on by Greg, but not because of 
his use of pickup lines. John wondered if there was a reason behind 
those lines. There _had _to be. 

Greg grinned, "I was feeling a little off today myself, but you 
_definitely_ turned me on." He winked before taking his beer and 
heading towards the den. 

The blonde held back from showing his distaste as Greg exited the 
kitchen and Mycroft could be heard coming down the steps. John 
groaned, rolling his eyes once Greg was out of sight. John wanted to 
confront them both about what they were doing, but he didn't want to 
do it with Henry around. John couldn't understand why they were 
trying to shag him. He couldn't handle it if all they were wanting 
was to use him for their amusement and then toss him aside. He 
wouldn't be able to keep working with them if that was the 
case . 

Besides, their marriage was solid and John never witnessed a fight or 
disagreement that lead to one of them storming out of the house or 
even sleeping on the sofa. Than again, they were always working so 
they didn't use what time they had for perry arguments or such. Plus 
from what John heard at night after Henry was in bed, they had a very 
healthy sex life. The two could get rather loud in their room which 
only fueled quite a few of his fantasies and led him to daydream of 
the couple at inopportune times during his day. Surprisingly though 
Henry was never disturbed in his room down the hall. 

John was considering teasing the couple by doing something that 
showed off just how flexible and toned he was for a nanny. He enjoyed 
relaxing with yoga each day while Henry napped, but he usually did it 
in his bedroom. Despite his confidence, John still like to have 
privacy and, with the size of his room, he was able to have that 
while not being hindered in his movements. He knew he would get their 
attention and perhaps get them past whatever stalemate they were in 
with their flirting. He just wasn't sure if it was the right 
decision . 

John was quickly reaching the point that he would say yes if they 
asked him to join them in bed. Though he was still was hesitant and 
scared that if something happen, then he would have to leave if it 
didn't work out. They didn't seem the type to just use someone for a 
one off. Mycroft was a genius and could see read anyone like an open 
book. He would know if John wasn't a compatible match, right? John's 
stomach growled snapping him out of his thoughts. 



John heated up some Thai that he had plated earlier and headed 
towards the dining room. The couple would want to be alone in the den 
as they normally did each night after Henry was asleep. 

John had just entered the dining room, putting his plate down, when 
his name was called. He walked over to the den where Mycroft was 
sitting next to Greg on the sofa. Greg's hand was casually rubbing 
the back of Mycroft ' s neck. 

"You called, sir?" John said. 

Mycroft smiled, "Greg's parents are going to be taking Henry for the 
weekend. You will need to pack his bag as well as the instructions 
for Henry's care." 

John nodded, "What time will they be here tomorrow?" 

"Noon." Greg answered, his eyes never leaving Mycroft ' s face as he 
continued to rub his neck and play with his short hair. 

"I will make sure to have his bag ready." John paused, "Will that be 
all?" 

Mycroft smirked, "Yes. I imagine you want to get to your 
dinner . " 

"Yes, I will let you two enjoy your evening." John said with a nod 
before turning to leave. 

The couple watched as John left the den going back in the direction 
of the dining room. Greg's hand ceased its caressing and instead 
entangled his hand within his partner's to get his attention. Mycroft 
looked towards Greg who smiled with a knowing look. 

"You called them, didn't you?" Greg asked with a suspicious gleam in 
his eyes. 

"Yes, they have been wanting to spend time with him now that they 
live closer." Mycroft stated, "You have a holiday coming up soon. So 
we will get a whole week to spend with Henry after his weekend with 
your parents. This just fit our plans for the weekend concerning 
John . " 

Greg laughed snuggling close to his husband who wrapped his arm 
around him tenderly. The two had found themselves both attracted to 
John only a couple months after he had started to work for them. It 
was more than just a physical attraction as John had unknowingly 
pushed himself into their hearts with his devotion to Henry who had 
needed special care in the beginning due to his premature 
birth . 

Greg had taken time off from work, but he only had so much sick leave 
available and the New Scotland Yard was suffering in his absence. 
Though he hated leaving, he needed the work at the time to clear his 
mind of the stress and worry regarding Henry's poor health. But 
leaving their only son with a caregiver was a difficult process as 
they were looking for someone who would be willing to sacrifice time 
in order to give their son the attention and priority he 
needed . 



John had been the tenth nanny they had met after signing up with the 
agency. He had been the best fit and already had experience in child 
care after working at a daycare while in secondary. He had been 
helping his sister out with her children during that time as well. 
Once things were better with Henry's health, they began to notice how 
John affected them both. They hadn't been looking for a nanny for the 
purpose of spicing up their love life. It just happened to be 
something they both noticed, discussed, and decided they wanted to 
try after getting to know John. 

"You sure about this?" Greg asked, rubbing his thumb across his 
lover's hand. "He may not take the bait." 

"He wants to." Mycroft stated with confidence. "You hungry?" 

"No. Long day. All I could do was worry about Henry. Then I had to 
deal with your obnoxious brother. I swear I just about punched him 
today after he insulted not only myself and the forensic team, but 
then had the audacity to be annoyed that the poor woman found 
murdered outside her home was inconveniencing him and his time 
because she didn't bother to wear shoes when she checked the post. 
Shoes! The poor woman is dead, her neighbors and husband are standing 
there as we identify the body, and he's going on about her lack of 
shoes to make the case _interest ing_. " Greg groaned, his beer still 
in hand as he gestured his annoyance. "I don't know how you tolerate 
him . " 

"I have no choice. At least according to Mummy." 

Greg sipped at the beer, "Well, at least we have something good to 
come home to after a day like today." 

Mycroft smiled, "Yes, we do. Well, two things." 

John chose that moment to walk out of the kitchen towards the stairs. 
Greg leaned forward to get a view of John's arse causing Mycroft to 
chuckle at his blatant interest. At first Greg was annoyed that 
Mycroft hired a nanny as young as John. Young and so damn attractive. 
He had heard enough stories and seen cases with the nanny, knowingly 
or not, broke up the marriage. Of course, their marriage wasn't like 
Greg's first one. Though his ex-wife had no issues cheating on him, 
she found the idea of an open marriage repulsive and unacceptable . 
Apparently only she was the one able to be with anyone other than her 
husband . 

In the beginning Mycroft and Greg had talked about the kind of 
relationship they both desired. They both agreed they were open to 
allowing a third person into their relationship, but they hadn't 
found a suitable match until Mycroft and Greg spent time with John. 
After getting to know him, they realized he was a perfect fit into 
their life and what they were seeking in a third member of their 
relationship. It was also clear that John felt the same way. He had 
been trying to hide his feelings for months now, but it showed in his 
actions . 

"You know, I have been waiting for him to do his yoga outside of his 
bedroom." Greg said, "I am curious as to how flexible he 

is . " 


Mycroft grinned, "Very from what I did get to see which unfortunately 



wasn't much before he realized he left the door open and closed 

it . " 

Greg was jealous over the fact that Mycroft had gotten to seen it 

even for a small bit. The urge to just take John was hard to 

suppress . 

"Your plan better work. It's getting hard to control my urges. I 
almost took him this evening in the kitchen! He actually tried to 
come onto me when I got home. Took his wet shirt off and bent over in 
front of me while messing with the fridge all the while calling me 
sir in that way that makes me want to dominate his arse. I wanted to 
pin him to the counter and fuck him hard until he was screaming and 
coming from my cock alone." Greg said rubbing his free hand over his 
face, "Bloody fucking hell, I have one hell of a hardon." 

"Well, maybe I should help you take care of that upstairs." Mycroft 

said, leaning forward to kiss Greg's jaw while his hand reaches down 
to palm the hard length straining against Greg's trousers. 

Greg grinned, "I hope Henry's asleep." 

"He is a heavy sleeper, unlike our gorgeous nanny and I know he is 
still awake . " 

"Then what say we give the man something to wet his appetite for this 
weekend." Greg said as he stood up and held his hand out for Mycroft 
to take. Mycroft smirked and took his lover's hand, "I couldn't have 
said it better myself." 

ooOoo 

Upstairs John was just getting into bed when he hears the moans from 
the room next door. He covered his eyes with his hands and willed his 
mind to go to sleep before the sounds started to affect him. 

"_0h God, Myc ! There! Fuck... just like that . 

John's eyes widened at the voices coming through the wall. He'd heard 
them having sex before, but never this graphic or loud. His 
traitorous body was reacting before he could stop and within seconds 
he had a raging hardon that was pressing painfully against the 
confines of his pants. 

"_Deeper Myc. Suck my cock like you mean it . 

John closed his eyes and desperately tried to will his arousal down, 
but the images Greg's voice painted was making him lightheaded with 
desire . 

"_That ' s it. Right there. I'm so close. I'm gonna come down your 
fucking throat. Don't stop... keep go-Uhh!"_ 

The sound of Greg's release and the mental image created by his words 
made John's back arch off the bed in a desperate attempt of his body 
to gain any friction to his cock while his mind forces his hands to 
stay pressed into his closed eyes. 


John hopes for them being done for the night were dashed when he 
heard Mycroft chuckle and, with a voice John never heard before. 



asked huskily as though his throat was raw from the fucking it just 
received, "_Care to return the favor. Inspector? Or should I take 
matters into my own hands?"_ 

Oh God they were going to drive him mental with sexual frustration. 
John couldn't help but silently beg that Greg do anything and 
everything to Mycroft while still hoping they would call it a 
night . 

"_The only thing you'll be taking into your own hands is the 
headboard as I'm fucking you so hard you wake the neighbors. 

"_Is that a challenge?"_ 

"_No, Myc...it's a promise. 

John heard to more conversation as Mycroft groaned loudly through the 
wall. He heard the sound of a body hitting the mattress as the 
headboard banged against the wall. The sounds of pleasure escaping 
Mycroft ' s lips echoes in John's mind and went straight to his rock 
hard cock. He couldn't deny his arousal any longer. 

Reaching down he yanked his pants down to his knees and kicked them 
off. Grabbing the small bottle of lube he kept in his nightstand, he 
poured an ample amount on his hand before wrapping it around his 
hardened length. 

He moaned deep and loud before he could silence himself. 

"_That ' s it. I'm ready Greg. I need you inside me. Now. 

Please ! 

John tugged his hand up and down his cock slowly to savor the sounds 
coming through the wall. Mycroft ' s shout of agonized pleasure brought 
images of Greg pushing himself to the hilt into Mycroft as he threw 
his head back with his hands grasping Mycroft ' s hips to keep him deep 
inside his lover. Mycroft ' s hands grasped the headboard as he arched 
his back with the pleasure at being filled so completely. 

"_Move Greg. Ah . . . yes . . . more ! "_ 

The quiet squeak of the headboard and gained volume, as did their 
moans, as the men grew frantic with their race towards release. 

John's hand kept pace with the rocking of the mattress, imagining 
himself with them, sandwiched between the two men as one fucked him 
from behind and the other fucked his mouth. The thought made him 
groan so loud he was certain they could hear him. 

"_Yes . . . that ' s it. Let me hear you... don't hold back."_ 

John didn't know if that was for Mycroft or him, but he didn't care. 
All he needed was release and he needed it now. 

He reached down and fondled his balls, but it wasn't enough. He 
needed more. Without thinking he called out, "Please!" Later John 
would realize that the couple must have heard him from what was said 
next . 

"_Come on. You know you want it. Touch yourself for me. Imagine my 
hand stroking your cock as I fuck your arse, baby."_ 



Greg's voice demanding Mycroft (or so John thought at the time) touch 
himself almost took John over the edge. He reached between his legs 
and pushed one finger inside as his strokes to his cock became more 
frantic. A second finger joined the first and he pumped them in and 
out desperately wishing it was Greg or Mycroft having their way with 
him. 

"_That ' s it baby. Let me hear you. Don't hold back. Fuck! You're so 
tight and hot, baby. I need you to come . 

Mycroft ' s moans were increasingly getting louder and erratic as 
Greg's voice was getting breathless the closer they got to their 
release. John was hovering on the edge of his orgasm. Mycroft shout 
of completion sent electric shocks of pleasure straight to his cock 
and with two more hard strokes and one last pump of his fingers into 
his arse, John fell over the edge. 

"Oh God yes!" John shouted as he sprayed ropes of white cum onto his 
stomach and chest. 

John heard Greg give a guttural moan signaling his release. As John 
came down from his orgasmic high, he thought of two things: 

One, he was certain the couple not only heard his every moan and 
shout at coming, but he was positive they were purposely trying to 
include him in their sex if only verbally. 

And two, he wanted them in any way possible which meant he was so 
very, _very _screwed. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>R&amp; R (My co-writer isn't too bad, right?) 
<strong> 


End 
f lie . 



